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Summary 


Mo Ran took a long moment to look at Chu Wanning’s naked body before doing anything 
further. Guyueye had advised him against indulging himself until the pill had had time to take 
full effect, lest he cause some injury that would ruin its effects. Mo Ran had been patient. 
Tonight was to be his reward. 


Set during Chapter 2 of Part 1, "Sanguine" 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


"Wanning," Mo Ran called as he stepped into the Red Lotus Pavilion. 
His voice shook. Perhaps that was what brought Chu Wanning's eyes up to meet his. 


Mo Ran paused, for just a moment. The sight of Chu Wanning’s phoenix eyes sweeping up to 
meet his was exhilarating. It had always made his breath catch. But especially now, after days 
of Chu Wanning ignoring and rejecting him. Mo Ran's heart stirred with satisfaction just from 
having been looked at, from having received an answer to his call. 


He went directly toward Chu Wanning and shoved his face into the haitang blossom 
fragrance of Chu Wanning's neck. Normally, that smell settled him. Tonight, it sped his 
heartbeat instead. Chu Wanning seemed to sense his bloodlust. He made no attempt to resist 
Mo Ran's embrace. His hand had even landed on Mo Ran's back, lightly, as if he were 
returning Mo Ran's hug. But the truth was that he had nowhere else to place his hand. Just 
like he himself had nowhere to run. For Chu-fei, there was no escape from Taxian-Jun. Nor 
would there ever be. 


Chu Wanning was Mo Ran's. He would always be Mo Ran's, especially after tonight. 
"You did not have a battle today," Chu Wanning said. 
Mo Ran laughed. "No, I did not." 


How strange that Chu-fei would ask about his emperor. How strange that he would know 
when Mo Ran took to the battlefield. He wondered briefly why Chu Wanning bothered to 
keep track when there was nothing he could do to change anything, either way. Was he 
mourning the lives Taxian-Jun took? Did he hope on those days that Mo Ran would be too 
injured to visit him? But, if that were the case, Chu Wanning would be particularly resentful 
on those nights. This was not so. On the contrary, Chu Wanning seemed particularly 
permissive when Mo Ran came to him shaking and bandaged. He almost seemed to soften... 


Mo Ran shook off the unsettling thought by making it clear to Chu Wanning exactly why he 
was so excited. 


Chu Wanning's lips were hesitant against his until Mo Ran picked him up to carry him to bed. 
Then he turned away from Mo Ran’s kiss entirely and went stiff in Mo Ran’s arms. 


Mo Ran allowed it, for now. He set Chu Wanning down and began removing his clothing 
instead of tearing it off. He kissed Chu Wanning’s lips and hands and chest as he went, like a 
groom reassuring his bride on their wedding night. It was ironic considering how Mo Ran 
had treated him on their actual wedding night. He supposed that he was feeling particularly 
sentimental about what he and Chu Wanning were going to make together. 


Having reached that conclusion, he took a long moment to look at Chu Wanning’s naked 
body before doing anything further. Guyueye had advised him against indulging himself until 
the pill had had time to take full effect, lest he cause some injury that would ruin its effects. 
Mo Ran had been patient. Tonight was to be his reward. 


He admired Chu Wanning's body for what it had become due to the medicinal pill, and for the 
ways it would soon change. Mo Ran had not expected to have such a reaction to this new part 
of Chu Wanning’s body. He certainly did not react this way to his Empress, despite her 
beauty and despite her attempts at seduction. He had suspected that he was too much a cut- 
sleeve. And yet. Mo Ran’s blood was as hot in his veins as it ever was when Chu Wanning 
lay before him. 


Chu Wanning became uneasy under Mo Ran’s gaze. His impassive expression melted against 
the heat in Mo Ran’s eyes, enough for him to frown at Mo Ran and half-heartedly try to 
cover himself with his hands. 


Mo Ran laughed and took hold of those wrists. Chu Wanning had not reacted at all to any of 
Mo Ran's tenderness as he undressed him. He only reacted once the tenderness was gone, and 
Mo Ran had become a salivating wolf about to tear into its prey. Just like he had never paid 
attention to Mo Ran until he became Taxian-Jun. 


Mo Ran was not as cruel as Chu Wanning had been. He met Chu Wanning's eyes, giving him 
his full attention. 


“You would stop me from admiring my beautiful Chu-fei?” 


Chu Wanning glared back. His hands curled into fists and he tried to jerk them out of Mo 
Ran's hold. 


"You would," Mo Ran agreed. "But you can't. You can't stop me." 


He released one of Chu Wanning's wrists so he could reach down and gently part of the folds 
hiding Mo Ran's new plaything. Chu Wanning squeezed his thighs together. When Mo Ran 
glanced up in amusement, he saw Chu Wanning's face had turned red with embarrassment. 


Mo Ran had really only intended to look before getting on with his plans. But that flush on 
Chu Wanning's face was too enticing. If he was so embarrassed over Mo Ran just looking at 
him, then how would he react to a closer inspection? Mo Ran did not bother with fantasy. He 
simply brought his mouth to that pearl-like nub between Chu Wanning's folds and licked. 


Chu Wanning's body jerked. His free hand grabbed Mo Ran's hair and, delightfully, his hand 
briefly relaxed a moment later. As if the grab had been unintentional. As if he was so 
sensitive that he could not help himself. Mo Ran grinned at this pleasant surprise and 
earnestly got to work. 


Chu Wanning seemed caught between humiliated distress and irresistible pleasure. He hands 
never managed to release Mo Ran's hair. He used his hold like reins, hands tightening and 
unintentionally tugging when the sensations became too intense for him to bear. Mo Ran 
could not resist playing with him by varying the tempo in the sweep of his tongue until Chu 
Wanning began tugging his hair out of frustrated desire instead of disgust. Mo Ran knew Chu 
Wanning's body. He could feel the difference in the way Chu Wanning's thighs trembled 
around Mo Ran's head and the way his ankles tapped against Mo Ran's side in irritation. 


Mo Ran was delighted. He thrust his tongue in just to taste Chu Wanning's arousal and 
realized it was not enough. He added a finger. Chu Wanning was wet inside, and so loose that 
Mo Ran immediately added a second finger. Chu Wanning's hips jerked against him. Mo Ran 
knew it wasn't from pain. There was no resistance against his fingers. Only a wet, welcoming 
heat. 


Mo Ran was lightheaded with amazement. Chu Wanning liked this. Mo Ran wanted to mock 
him over it, but he could not bring himself to take his mouth off Chu Wanning. Even the 
tightening in his own pants was secondary to the need to pursue this new discovery, to push 
Chu Wanning past his body's resistance. It was no wonder that Chu Wanning had tried to hide 
this from him. It was far too captivating. Mo Ran wanted to devour Chu Wanning alive. 


Mo Ran worked with his fingers and his mouth until Chu Wanning finally broke. There was a 
throbbing squeeze around Mo Ran's fingers, and Chu Wanning sobbed out a cry. Mo Ran 
wanted to replace his fingers with his cock so he could feel that squeeze in his core. But first, 
he needed to see Chu Wanning's face. He surged up Chu Wanning's body to look down on 
him. 


Chu Wanning was gorgeous. His hair was a disheveled mess from the way he had tossed his 
head from side to side. His lips were bitten red and his phoenix eyes were unfocused. Soft. 
He blinked slowly at Mo Ran, seeming lost and disoriented. For a moment, Mo Ran almost 
thought Chu Wanning was going to ask him something, or say something. He found himself 
holding his breath for it. But then Chu Wanning simply let his lips part in a sigh as he closed 
his eyes. 


"Fuck," Mo Ran groaned. 


He bent to kiss those tender red lips. Chu Wanning stiffened, tongue curling away from his. 
That was strange. Chu Wanning was usually quite docile for kissing just after Mo Ran made 
him peak. Mo Ran pulled away to laugh when he realized what the problem was. 


"Don't you think it's a nice taste, Shizun?" Mo Ran asked. 


Chu Wanning, predictably, glared. Mo Ran smiled back. He wanted to put his fingers in Chu 
Wanning's mouth to let him get a purer taste of himself. He wanted to see the furious flash of 
his eyes as he took in the evidence of his own arousal. But Mo Ran always wanted everything 
with Chu Wanning. And right at this moment, there was something he wanted more. Mo Ran 
rocked his weight back before taking hold of Chu Wanning's hips. Chu Wanning's breath 
caught. He knew Mo Ran had had his fun, and that he was done playing with him. 


Mo Ran's attention remain fixed on Chu Wanning's face as he entered him. The act of 
entering Chu Wanning's body, and returning to that warm silky embrace, surpassed any other 
physical pleasure for Mo Ran. But it was the sight of Chu Wanning's expression that made 
Mo Ran ecstatic. He saw confusion and shame, but no trace of pain. Despite all his hatred 
and all his disgust towards Mo Ran, Chu-fei felt good on Taxian-Jun's cock tonight. 


Mo Ran began moving in him, watching Chu Wanning's face the entire time. Chu Wanning 
was still sensitive from having already peaked. His breath was unsteady, hitching every time 
Mo Ran thrust into him. His legs were squeezed tight around Mo Ran as if he wished he 


could shut them, or as if he were driving Mo Ran to go deeper. Mo Ran did not think he 
could last long under the circumstances. 


Luckily, Chu Wanning was unable to restrain his own pleasure. He whimpered, and then his 
body was squeezing around Mo Ran. This is what Mo Ran had hungered for. He forced 
himself as deeply inside as he could, folding himself over Chu Wanning's body and holding 
Chu Wanning's hips as he released. 


It was too much for Chu Wanning. He threw his head back as if he were trying to get away 
from Mo Ran, or away from what Mo Ran had just made him feel. Mo Ran did not allow it. 
He bit sharply at the side of his neck so that Chu Wanning reflexively curled his head back 
down, and then he captured Chu Wanning's lips. Swallowed his whimpers and his moans. 


When it was over and they had caught their breaths, Mo Ran couldn't help but kiss Chu 
Wanning and murmur about his Chu-fei, his Wanning. His. Chu Wanning tolerated it in 
silence. Then he wriggled against Mo Ran's hold on his hips in a wordless request for Mo 
Ran to get out of him. 


Mo Ran nipped at Chu Wanning's shoulder muscle repressively. He was determined to stay 
just where he was until he grew hard again. He knew that if he pulled out, he would draw 
some of his own spend out of Chu Wanning's body. Sometimes he enjoyed the sight. Not 
tonight. 


Chu Wanning kicked at Mo Ran insistently. Mo Ran bit him again, harder, but he also drew 
out a bit. Just so that he wasn't pressing against the deepest part of Chu Wanning anymore. 
Chu Wanning exhaled in relief. 


Mo Ran grinned. There was definitely pleasure in that sigh. Or rather, the utter relaxation that 
Chu Wanning only felt after a round of intense pleasure. Mo Ran loved hearing it. 


It wasn't that Mo Ran cared about Chu Wanning's peace, of course. It was just that Mo Ran 
found it satisfying. He had dragged his once-pure Shizun beneath himself in body and spirit. 
He had dirtied him so deeply inside that Chu Wanning had come to enjoy the things Mo Ran 
did to him. Chu Wanning's pleasure was Mo Ran's victory. 


Chu Wanning noticed Mo Ran’s grin even in his hazy state: His phoenix eyes landed on Mo 
Ran’s lips. 


Mo Ran wasn’t sure why his eyes lingered. Probably it was incredulity at Mo Ran’s cruelty. 
He felt only disbelief at the fact that Mo Ran could take such pleasure in tormenting him, 
even now, after so many years. 


But, in Chu Wanning’s silence, Mo Ran could also pretend that Chu Wanning was wishing 
for a kiss. He could pretend that he was feeling affectionate and indulgent after their shared 
pleasure. He could pretend that they were not prisoner and captor, but lovers. 


Taxian-Jun kissed his most beloved Chu-fei. 


End Notes 


I know porn is embarrassing to acknowledge, but let me know if you enjoyed this work! I 
really love positive feedback as it motivates and inspires me to write more. 


You can find me on Tumblr and Pillowfort as SilverStark. I’m also on Twitter as 
@SilverStark6. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


